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TWELETH NIG 

“< The usual invitation to the Baddeley ceremony last week, at Drury Lane Theatre, not arriving, Poor Pa, who is possessed of a very sensitive nature, waxed 
highly indignant, and his proud spirit naturally rebelled against such treatment. Settiny his mighty mind to work, he rapidly conceived the idea of starting an 
opposition show at Mildew Court, and a ceremony excelling all recorded events of a like nature was the result. It is true that Papa’s long winded oration proved 
$ © rather irritating to the hunyry guests, and Bill Higgins’ attentions to the cake were not calculated to improve it, but this, of course, is mere detail.””—Tuorsit. 


HIS LAST EXTREMITY. 
| 


| A RAG OF A ROBBER. 


| —— 


OF all the mean, cowardly, shabby rascals among the 
“celebrated highwaymen” hanged during the last century, 
T cannot help thinking that James Maclane was among the 
worst, though he was dubbed the “Gentleman” and the 
“Fashionable” by even such a high authority as Iorace 
Walpole himself. 

It appears that, during his wife's last illness, when he was | 
carrying on the business of a grocer, Maclane made the 
acquaintance of a certain surgeon and apothecary, named ) 


Plunket, who, as soon as his wife was dead, or sooner, per- 
haps, informed him that he ought not to despond or repine, 
as it might eventually turn out to be the most lucky chance 
in his life, for if Maclane would share the fortune with him, 
he, Plunket, could marry him to a lady witha fortune ot 
; ten thousand pounds. The young lady in question was at 
“The Wells,” and thither Maclane, and Plunket acting as P 
his valet, followed her. But all Mac's ogling, dancing and 
flirting came to nothing, for, having got into some silly 
uarrel in the ballroom,an officer who was there denounced 
Mac as a ci-derant flunkey, which was true enough, aud 
kicked him downstairs amidst the derision of all present. 
Returning to town after this woful expedition with five 
unds out of a hundred they had taken with them, 
Maclane chanced to fall across a stockbroker he had once 
known in Ireland, and his friend collected sixty pounds to 
start him for Jamaica. With the money in his poeket. he 


1. Bill Muggins was getting desperate. Not a 2. The vision of a swell leaning on his stick close by 3. The idea was no sooner conceived than it was at 
blooming ‘a'porth of shrimps had he sold during the _—and talking toa pretty girl supplied him with an idea. —_ once acted upon, and poor, innocent Spoofkins found 
BP whole of the day, although he had been on thetramp Why not accidentally stumble over the stick, upset himself mulcted in the sum of twenty shillings, with 
BH tines carly dawn, What should he do? the shrimps, and make the swell ray for them ? the option of a good punching. 
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wandered into a gaming house, won a hundred pounds, played on IT is a great mistake not to be up in an other business besides 
and was stripped to his last guinea. your own, Always possess a good stock of information if you 

His agony of mind may be conceived—his money and friends and ossibly can, How small young Jones looked the other day when 
Prospects thus yone forever, But Plunket was at hand, and his he turned in at the “Friv.” behind the scenes. “What @ nice lot 
proposal was that they should turn highwaymen, Indeed, that of vellow lampshades you've got,” said he, as he poked his head in, 
was Plunket’s real trade, the doctoring being a mere blind, They “Why, they ain't lampshades, you bally lunatic,” said De Fesco, 
set out that same nicht, having hired horses and Plunket  pro- “ Not lampshades?” asked Jones. * Not exactly. Why, they're the 
viding pistols, for Hounslow Heath, where about four in the morn- dresses for the new ballet of The Portugal Peri and the Pint of 
ing they took seventy pounds froma grazier, who was returning Port. * 
from Smithtield Market, atter selling his stock, More properly fe 
speaking, it was Plunket who took the money, for the other was in 
such a deadly fright he could neither speak nor draw a pistol, and 
on his return to town, left Plunket to take the horses back to the 
livery stables, and he himself hid for some days in his lodgings. 
Sull fearing recognition, though they had worn masks, he proposed 
going into the country, which idea Pinnket seconded, as he had 
had nouce of a rich prize coming from St. Albans, Maclane at first 
refused to help, and when he did, was in such terror and behaved 
so idiotically as they came up with the coach, that they failed in 
getting more than two yold watches and twenty pounds in gold, 
with which, however, they made off, 

Mac then determined to start. for Jamaica, but unluckily the 
vessel sailed a day before he reached the port, 80 he therefore still 
kept tothe road. He hired lodgings in St. James’ Street, and his 
stylish appearance disharming suspicion, he was able to ascertain 
the movements of the fashionable world and waylay them on the 
road, and during the six months this continued he and Plunket 
obtained some large prizes, But the money went as quickly as it 
came— Maclane’s mostly in fine clothes, balls and masquerades, at 
all of which places he “made a conspicuous figure,” 

Among miny women whom he cheated was a citizen's wife, 
from whon he borrowed twenty pounds, which he promised faith- 
fully to repay before her husband's return to town. He kept his 
word, but Plunket, posted on the road, robbed her of it as shi 


THE very best way to make sure that the police will always pass 
by your house properly on their beat is to keepa beer barrel in the 
area, They'll think that you've got such an over amount of light 
bitter in the house, that a quart or two, more or less, is sure not to 
be missed in the kitchen. This is copyright. 


= 
WHEN hoar frost decks the wintry plain, 
When icicles hang on the bough, 
Once more I oil my skates again, 
And am on the job, I trow. 


When hoar frost decks the wintry mend, 
| My darling sports upon the ice; 
She figures 8 can cut, indeed, 
And many a chaste and fond device. 


A winter swallow to and fro, 
Ala! alack! what sad to do; 
She's come a cropper, darling girl— 
And croppere are 80 painful, too, 


= 
“WHAT you—er—snay about Miss Tottie Goodenough dyeing her 
hair and wearing pada may be all true enough,” said De Masher, 
* but—er—er—you can't deny that she has a—er—lovely fresh com. 
plexion.” “Yes—fresh every evening,” curtly remarked Susie 


returned from Maclane’s lodgings, Eventu ully he came to grie Spiter, 
by trying to sell some stolen clothes which had been advertised iu F *." 
the newspapers, On being taken into custody he first of all denied Widow (recently bereaved, to District Visitor). Oh, yes, I dersay 


| the fact, but afterwards denounced Plunket, “foolishly thinking 

| that justice wonld promise life to the villain she had in custod, 

for impeaching another that was out of her reach.” On hia second 

examination he “delivered his confession in writing, and behaved 

in a most dastardly manner, whimpering like a whipped school- 

boy. This conduct, degrading as it was, drew sympathetic tear- 

from, and opened the purses of his fair audience, whose bounty 

supported him in great affinence when he remained in the Gate- 

\ house, and whose kind offers of intercession gave him hopes of a 
tree pardon,” But he got none, and was hanged, 


* * * « * * 
: “Sort o' shabby sneak,” bleated the Big-headed Babelet, who 
had just hair-pinned two threepenny bits out of Eveliny's Christ- 
mas money box. os 


(Next week, “ Foolish Pranks.”) 
TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


gee 
ae Come pordaae wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 


é is as you sez, mum, and poor Jack's happy enough in Beelzebub‘s 
uzzum—— 

District Visitor (correcting). Abraham's bosom. 

Widow, I dersay as how yon're right, mum: you'll be knowin’ 
the genelman’s names better nor me. 

a & 
= 

OLD Mrs. Clumberbump went over our pricting works the other 
day, and was aati f pleased. “So this is the place where you 
make newspapers, is it?" cried the old lady. “Well, well! only to 
think! I've often wanted to see all the different machines. And 
which is the one you call the Editor i 


s 
I NEVER knew a girl I loved, 
Who, nicely hatted, nicely gloved, 
Who didn’t always stand aloof, 
Unless you said, “I've got the oof,” 
* 


“THIS isa right of way case, yer honour,” said a counsel in a 


. : it 5 cs 
short fs hes ag ven la rge enengs to contain the FASHION FANCIE S.—By Miss Sloper. pia Matar hlesine oun pentet Gae eee thedcaare vale 
i U r > a ie 
Nereis LA Tek TaG)08G pee NAINA, No. 403.—The “ Pretty Panto Page" Costume. said the judge. “Pooh, pooh! it's no crime to steal away. Case 
5 5 dismissed with costs.” ee 
It t¢ your mistake, ALONZO. Read the paragraph again; We | ‘3 


are certain that we've never Had your sketches, ARTHUR PAYNE. 
You should senda stamp, ADONIS, If you want your photo back ; 
All the authors of that schoul, Cip, Tread alike the han track, 
Thank you, BILL, for cheery letter, Glad the HALF ‘UN pleases 
so; You've no earthly chance at all, Mea, 7f you are not in the 
know, Where's the need to worry , ETHEL, We've the number still 
in print; Thousands of them, J¥ssin HARLAND, Issue yearly 
Srom the Mint. SLOPER'’s age will ne'er be known, WITCH, Till at 
last he's laid ta rest; No; ‘the wildest horses couldn't Drag the 
secret from cur breast. It'sa story, ANNIE ROONEY, That is very 
often told, And exemplifies the proverb, All that qlitters is not 
gold.” Don't be Soulish, CHARLIE BARBER, SLOPER, bless him! 
did but jest ; Of:the many we're receired, SNP, Yours is certainly 
the best. sais 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circutation oS any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Mr, Jones. Who is that beautiful girl with the décolleté dress? 
| Mrs. J. Miss De Novo. 
Mr. J. 1s she out? 
Mrs. J. It looks uncommonly like it. She couldn't well be much 
more out, unless she was going to have a bath—the huzzy ! 
ss 


* 

“Tm going in for election at the Swellington Club,” observed 
Sniffins. “ By Jove!” exclaimed Smith ; “ain't you afraid of being 
backballed?”* “Not a bit,” said Sniffins; “there's nobodv there 
who knows me except the man who's going to propose me.” 

e-* 
* 
| “Tr is not much I want,” said she, 
“But I want that little long.” 
| So sang the ballet lady free 
The refrain of her song. 


He said, “Oh, maid! don't think me wrong 
If, love, the truth chance hurts ‘ 
For, if you want that little long, 
I’m sure it’s not yer skirts,” 
= 


Forwarded to any Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-Sree; 


3 Months, 18 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d. 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 


, : | Cometh . * 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, ON THE ICE. | ,, THE LATEST FASHION. “WHAT sort of fellow is Scribbles of the Daily Telephone?” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHoc LANE, FLEET STREET, Lonpovy, E.C. ES Tes ee nee | The cates ie, necording to | inquired Jones, “Why, one of those:men who are born to be 


editors,” said Smith ; “a sort of fellow, you know, who couldn't 
Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents die happy without a piece of _ penell in his hand, 


on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 oentimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQUE. 


| £150 


‘ will be paid to the next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of the 
United Aeageiet, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ALLY 
SLOPER'S IAL¥-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at the 

i time of the Accident, “ ALLY SLoper’s HALF - HOLIDAY" is 

published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 


s 

Johnson, 1 haven't felt at all well, lately, so I've been to the 
doctor sige 

Walker. What did he say ? 

Johnson, Said it was overwork, and advised me to take a rest, 

Walker, What are you going to do, then? 

Johnson, I am thinking of taking a season ticket on the L. B. 
and S. C, line, and so long as J don't use the Pullman trains I shall 
be all right. The gentle pace at which the ordinary trains travel 
will just suit my nerves; and as the lights are so bad, it will be 
impossible to try my eyes by reading in the evening. 

s 


IF you are fond of dried fish, you never should carry an old 
brown silk pocket handkerchief, no matter if it be comfortable fora 
cold. I own that he had beena little on the beano. He went down 
into the kitchen. and there was a most distressing odour of singein 


‘ i fabric. He was sitting over the fire, reading the latest penny dreadful. 
ing at 8 a'cluck, and the Insurance laste one week fram that 

time, expiring at 8 o'clock the following Thuraday morning. 
Ee 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


He was much affected, yet, at the same time, he thought he was 
doing that kipper toaturn. However, he was wiping his streaming 
eyes with the smoke dried fish, while his handkerchief was emok- 
ing on the gridiron, It is a pity that the Old Man is sometimes so 


very horribly absent minded.  « 
, 7, an alley Afistress. Did you call my maid, as I instructed you to, James? * 
WITH the New Year, of course, SLOPER has made many good James, Well. no, um, [ didnt, You see. she has only just go “ALL I can say is, I would have lent you five pounds if I had 
resolutions. First of all, he said to MeGooseley th at for the f ee yrcera tha alg ee See eye ae cone, ouay i Z " ej 
} Vd iL Bes: : i vith T the future down, and left orders that she was not to be disturbed on any account. been as rich as you are,” asserted Hardup. ‘ Humph !" ejaculated 
he woul stand no nonsense, And then Mac answered that he Seen Se Sarai aiinceiemet 2 Dives, “ possibly that is the reason why youare not as rich as | am.” 
didn't ene him to, so long as he would stand a few more three ‘ “= : 
i rennorths, Then the Old) Man observed that, like the village E e 
\ \ Plaokeriith, he meant to look the whole world in the face. But five Me pur anos from the Samokee® cad 


And darling wives sit up for them, 
Those spouses often make things hum, 
And shines are in the tents of Shem. 


Oh! why will husbands ever thus? 
It is so wicked—yet, methinks 
The best way to avoid a fuss 
1s not to mix their bally drinks. 


minutes after, this was proved to be notexsaetly the double breasted 
trath, or why should they have been holding him up against the 
pillar box, so that they conld wipe the “Blue. Pig” sawdust off his 
nose without getting it into his eves? 
* ¢ 
* 
OH! winter's cold—oh! summer's hot, 
Yet puta penny in the slot; 
j When summer's hot and winter's cold, 
Just ri-k a penny, if vou're bold, 
—AUTOMATIC ADVT, 


“oe 
* 


7 
IT is a pity nowadays that the stage goes in so much for Society. 
| Tootsie can, of course, jerk it excell: nutly well, Still, it wa 
hard the other day at the Churchand Staze Guild matinée + instead 
of handing the bishop's lady her card, she astonished that excellent 
creature by presenting her with a leaving shop ticket, bearing the 
magic inscription, * Fancy Acrobat’s Costame, 4s. 113d.” Still, an 


No, thanks, old man,” said Bibler: “not to-day. The fact is, 
I've promised the wife not to go intoa pub,ona Sunday.” “You're 


pretty artful,” remarked Brown. “How so?” inquired Bibler, tiste is alway cate, 
/ “Why, to chonse Siunday—the day of the week when there's the RST KER arae writ he 
least time for drinking. o WHAT was that noise in the Strand y- sterday ?—it might have 


been a man being murdered, or the pawnbroker refusing to take 
in a pearl necklace, or the astoniahment caused at one of SLOPER'S 
subordinates going to pay his tailor’s bill, What was it? W ell, 
you know that nice photo shop, next door to the whole-ale whelk 


It is wonderf:il how the Christmas books are got up for children 
this year. Th ‘other night | saw one called, “The Fairies’ Eve": 
such a pretty picture of the Fairies’ Ball, Some pretty little fairies 


coming i riding on field mice others on squirrels, others bats: ve This is what she 13 savinc: ; : rinkle j it we : irls fr 
: jeaaetiel 1g Rath hee rete ORS A = p pal net “Do [suffer with cold feet? Oh. | AT BRIGHTON. and winkle emMporium—it was only one of the girls from the 
if wh n the Queen of the Elves waste ict “d ling on: Bi Soy il xeait Why, d'you know, they are “ Nice fresh breeze this morning, isn'tit?" | Variety, noticing her rival’s portrait to a smail crowd of the 
I ; ; hot 2 2 must not be Deceas BSNS Onin hedgehog. | at the present moment like little / “Fresh! I cali it deucedly salt, if spray | Mashed, letting them know that her complexion was really no 
suppose, though, one must not be too particular nowadays, teonev-weeney dats of ice!" counts far anything.” better than that of a tame crocodile’s rubbed with a brick bat, 
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Saturday, January 16, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE AT SIR AUGUSTUS'’S, 


—— 


WHO was the Humpty en td who sat on a wall and had a big 
fall, from which all the King’s horses and all the King’s men could 
not lift him up again, even 
had they wanted to do so? 
Was he Richard the Hump- 
backed King?) I think it 
has been said so, or Oliver 
Cromwell, 

There was another 
Becney Dumpty who lay 
in a beck (which means 2 
brook) With all his sinews 
round his neck ; Forty doc- 
tors and forty Wrights 
Couldnt put Humpty 
Dumpty to rights. Who 
was he? An egg, it would 
seem. And Hitty Pitty, of 
whom we read in the Har- 
leian MS. of 1662 — Hitty 
Pitty within the wall, Hitty 
Pitty without the wall; If 
you touch Hitty Pitty, 

itty Pitty will bite you. 
Well, she was a nettle, it 
would appear. 

But who cares nowadays 
the origin of these old 
fashioned jingles? Humpty 
Drury Lane Dumpty is 
Little Tich, the world 
widely known music hall 
droll, the little chap who 
can sit down and get up 
again in a way that makes 
you wonder, and who can 
imitate a ballet girl gone 
ote in a manner calculated to cause you to scream with 
aughter. 

And the Yellow Dwarf? Speaking of Frederick Robson, George 
Augustus Sala wrote, nearly a quarter of a century ago, “In the 
fantastic burlesque, in the comic terrible he was unrivalled ; none 
but himself could at once awe and convulse in the Yellow Dwarf.” 
The yellow of that far off Dwarf has faded long ago, and the 
Dwarf of to-day is Little Tich. 

And with respect to the Fair One with the Golden Locks, of 
whom Oliver Goldsmith is s.id to have written the history begin- 
ning with, “ There was once a princess who had a beautiful head of 
hair, streaming down in curls to her feet, and brilliant asa suu- 
beain”; and, continuing, “A neighbouring King having heard a 
great deal of her beauty, fell iu love with her upon hearsay, and 
sent an ambassador with a magnificent suite to ask her in 
marriage.” What of her?) Why, she is nowadays the Priucess 
Allfair Marie Wink - the - other - eye- 
Lloyd. In short, in this, the up to 
datest era yet known (such a slow old 
tune vour great - grandchildren will 
call it), Humpty, the yellow dwarf and 
the golden maiden are all to be found 
at Sir Augustus’ theatre, once erro- 
neously called the T.R., Drury Lane. 

A memorable 
pantomime is this 
year’s, on which 
huge sums must 
have been lavished, 
and for which is 
engaged a veritable 
host of talent. 
There has been a 
complaint on some 
previous occasions 
that the fun wasa 
little wanting or 
was swamped by 
the gorgeousness, 
but that cannot be 
said now, As gor- 
geons as ever — 
more so, indeed, is 
it—but the fun is 
all there. How 
could it be other- 
wise with such a list 
of names? Other 
houses trade on one 
star, but Sir Augus- 
tus Harris gives us 
a perfect blaze of them—works the theatre, indeed, on a sort of 
solar system of his own. 

Something in the doll way we have seen before at Drury Lane, 
but never anything on any stage has been produced at all equalling 
The Dolls’ Home, Dolls of every makeappear: Dutch dolls, wax 
dolls, stiff legged and loose legged, rag and sawdust stuffed, Pun- 
chinellos and Pierrots, giant and pigmy dolls, I wanted to take 
them all home with me in the cab, but there wouldn't have been 
Toom, 

The fantastic fan dance by the D'Aubans goes well, and Mabel 
Love does most graceful skirt twirling. The Procession of Nations 
is a grand spectacular effect and exquisitely beautiful, The electric 
effects in the orange grove are dazzlingly delightful. 

Need I say that Her- 
bert Campbell speaks 
his lines and sings his 
song well? Hardly, I 
think, to those who 
know him ; orthat Dan 
Leno scores immensely 
as his queenic. That 
Marie Lloyd, with her 
“Whacky, whacky, 
whack,” knocks them 
in old Drury I.ane vou 
may be sure, That 
Fannie Leslie brings 
down the house you 
may be certain. And 
you don't suppose 
Charles Lauri does not 
get a heap of fun out of 
his business? The 
Waltons, Fred and 
Retta, are capital ; and 
the Brothers Kitchen’s 
demon cat is one of the 
most frisky felines 
ever seen, The double 
harlequinade, arranged 
by Harry Payne and 
Charles Lauri, is full of 
fun i and the Tit-Bit is 
grand, so you just stop 
and see it. Mind that! 
There has been so much 
said of late about the 
fun of the harlequinade 
suffering, and too much attention given to gorgeous spectacle, 
that it is gratifying to notice here that fun, and real funny fun, 
€Xists at auyrate, 


Huampty Dumpty: LITTLE Tica, 


Queen of Hearts: 
Dan LENO. 


King of Mearts: 
HERBERT CAMUBELL, 
King Dulcimar: FANNY LESLIE. 


Princess AlYair, MARIE LLOYD. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE LAW OF COMPENSATION. 
“LITTLE Kitty, come to me, 
Sit upon your darling’s knee.” 
“Oh, don't, Johnnie! don't, L pray, 
Ma's at home if pa's away.” 
“Little Kitty, Kitty sweet, 
Oh, a kiss is such a treat!" 
“ Don't, dear Johnnie; pray, oh, don't! 
I won't kiss—indeed, | wou't.” 


© Little Kitty, one kiss more, 

One, two, three, and two, three, four.” 
And ma’'s behind the kitchen door ; 

Soon little maid will weep galore, 

Slaps oue, two, three, and two, three, four. 


——_---_—— 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. 
(Being further annotat‘e!,enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 
CHAPTER XXIX, 
WILLIAM IIL. 1689 To 1702, 


WILLIAM ITT, was the son-in-law of James II. 
good terms with his pa-in-law. 

This is not history. 

As Charles John Somers Sloper remarked, “ A son-in-law often 
wants a bit from his pa-in-law, and if the old ‘un don't like hima 
bit, that bit isn’t forthcoming, and then comes real unkindness, 
and no drinks, not even a gin and bitterness between them.” 

William I11. was occasionally a little gay when young, but when 
his liver got thoroughly spoilt, he grew more serious, and became 
quite a healthy Christian. 

This isn’t quite altogether new in the world, 

He was a very strictly honourable man, and was much hurt 
because some of his courtiers who had done the late king in the 
eye ventured to oad the same trick with him, 

The great Duke of Marlborough, John Churchill, was always 
more or less on the io and upset things at times, 

None of the fanily do that sort of thing nowadays, They are 
occasionally bothered by being witnesses, and they often go to 
Masher-on-aland, But that is not old crusted history. 

In the reign of William 11. the Irish decided on making them- 
selves unpleasant. They backed up his old father-in-law against 
him. They didn't care much about the late James, although they 
didn't object to a late drink. 

But then said Somers Sloper,— 

“So long as they're against the Government, they don't exactly 
care what they do.” 

That's a way they have in Ireland even now. 

The Irish started off very decidedly against William ITT. 

Ra said they would drive the base Anglo-Saxon out of the 
show, 

They have said this sometimes since. Still, the Englishman 
exists, and sticks, as a rule, to cold Scotch only. This, tbotiel. is 
perhaps out of sheer revenge. 

The Irish stood up against the English at the Battle of the Boyne. 
They got whopped very decidedly. So at the present day they 
don't like to hear much about the Boyne—whether Leonard Boyne, 
the actor, or any other Boyne. 

William IL]. stuck up very generally for the Protestant interest 
—which was a little less ales the regulation leaving shop—the 
usual at the latter being 15 per cent. and a halfpenny on the ticket. 

William Il. was very much abused, because he preferred Dutch- 
men to English. He stuck to Dutch kippers in place of Yarmouth 
bloaters. This created a great deal of national feeling against him. 
In his later years, he took on with Gravesend shrimps, which helped 
to make matters a little smoother for him. 

Lord Macaulay wrote a History of England which was all about 
William III. You can get it at the local library if you like. 

You had much better, though, buy “SLOPER.” You can get it 
anywhere. All good people do. 

William III died just as he was going to begin a big war. It’s 
rather a pity there ain't more monarchs like him. 


—--—~.- ——-— 


ROSEMARY LANE. 
THE winter snow is falling, 
The dreary winds sweep by, 
And many a little maiden 
Is thinking, with a sigh, 
Of golden summer weather 
That sped away so fast, 
Of flowers that bloomed so gaily, 
And tender dreams long past— 
But wait, little maidens, 
Till spring comes again, 
With laughing and courting 
In Rosemary Lane, 


He was not on 


The snowdrop buds will open, 
The birds will once more sing, 
And then, my bonny maidens, 
Will come the love-crown’d spring ; 
So dry your tears of sorrow, 
For gladness comes azain— 
When someone waits to meet you 
Adown a certain kine ; 
And wait, little maidens, 
Till spring comes asain, 
With laughing and courting 
In Rosemary Lane. 


IN MEMORIAM OF THAT BALL! 

THE titled nobody who is, at the present time, writing these 
lines (more out of love than in hope of reward) for the evergreen 
ALLY has acorn, said corn having been acquired last Wednesday 
week, worshipping at the shrine of Terpsichore, at Covent Garden, 
There is more misery in a fin de siecle corn than in anything of its 
sizeextant, It reminds the writer of its presence from the opening 
of the houses, somewhere about rum and milk six o'clock to the 
hour of half-past midnight. It could give what some papers refer 
to as a“ quiet death " about two stone, and knock it out in the first 
round. It makes no noise: it lets the wearer do all that. It 
destrovs capacity for study and all continuity of thought. Corns, 
when indulged in by poets, have spoiled stanzas which might have 
thrilled the world: no parson with a throbbing corn can preach 
“peace and goodwill.” A corn carries on business at both ends. 
That is—the end which is inserted twinges like blank, whilst 
the outer end aches like——h'm: quite so. A corn turns a man’s 
thoughts from the contemplation of the beauties of nature and the 
grandeur of the universe to the remembrance of its abominable 
self. Yet there is no sympathy for a corn, or rather for the person 
attacked by the same—especially if it be a Fancy Ball or (Covent) 
Garden corn. This is because a corn seldom kills. If it killed, 
the greater would be the merey—but it don’t. Dead people’s corns 
don't ache. So long as a man is alive and able to suffer, the corn 
never leaves him. When he chucks in his knife and fork for ever, 
and is laid away beneath a large, fat stone and six plants of the 
dwarf arbutus, the cynical corn ceases from troubling, and the 
stiffened second toe is at rest. We wish we were alive then, because 
the corn has retired, it seems, and we might spend the money our 
friends have wasted on us in wreaths to so much better advantage, 
in Scotch whisky. Corns are lost souls: evil spirits, allowed thus 
to return, and inthis guise to attlict us, You look upon a corn 
simply asa bit of hard, half dead skin. But, within it, there lives 
a wicked, glowing, incandescent, Brush system burner, with no 
other impulse than to torment with poisoned fangs, toasted pincers, 
and red hot knitting needles, the hero who went to that ball—(and 

ot mentioned in the Telegraph, too,)—as “ French Hunteman, jin 

'e siécle,” 


if 
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THE RUN OF THE SEASON. 


“Trp, hip, hurrah! Langley Towers will be some day mine!" 
Aud Casper Wragge’s livid cheeks tlushed a little as, riding along 
the avenue to 
the park gates, 
he glanced at 
the rich acres of 
pre and ara- 
vle to where the 
belts of wood- 
land made black 
silhouettes 
against the sky. 
The greed of 
land was in his 
soul, Far away 
to the left of 
him, as he rode, 
stretched his 
own estate right 
away to where 
the windows of 
Forsley — Hall, 
his own house, 


blazed in the 
red sunset, But 
this day the 


master of Lang- 
ley Towers had 
romised him 
nis daughter's 
hand in mar- 
riage. As forthe 
girl herself, that 
was quite a se- 
condary consid- 
eration. The 
principal fact was that the two estates ran side by side, and, when 
joined, would form the largest in the county; to attnin that 
desirable object was of far greater importance than marrying for 
love—at least, so thought Casper Wragye. 

Next day there was a meet at Bilborough Gorse, and Casper 
regarded with an air of proprietorship the winsome girl who rode 
up with her father, Squire Langley. Had he been less wrapped in 
contemplation of the acres she would bring him, he might have 
thought how bonny and fair she looked, sitting her bay hunter 
like a statue, a merry light in her soft brown eyes shaded by her 
hat, a healthful tlush on her peachlike cheeks, a dimple making 
smile on her Cupid's bow of a mouth. 

If Casper was blind to these charms, someone else was not. 
Captain Jack Rattler, pacing his mount to aud fro, “sighed and 
looked and sighed again.” 

For the Squire had forbidden Jack Rattler ever to enter his 
oy doors or to 

speak to his 
daughter ; and 
when Blanche 
Langley had 
pleaded = with 
her father for 
the man she 
loved, the 
Squire had 
told her blunt- 
ly that he mea- 
sured a man’s 
worth by the 
breadth of his 
estate and the 
depth of his 
urse,and that 
re had des- 
tined her to 
be the bride 
of Casper 
Wragge. 

Mellow and 
clear came 
from the adja- 
cent copse the 
glad note of a 
veteran hound, 
chorused soon 
by a score of 
others. They 
had not drawn 


The mect. 


In the first flight. 


| F ‘ ‘ 
, that cover in vain, for there, away to the right, strong fox stole 
| from the thicket and scampered off across country with the field 


behind him in full ery. 

Then bezan the run of the season. The Squire and his daughter, 
Casper Wragge and Jack Rattler were all in the first flight, until 
the first named, endeavouring to negotiate o stiff bit_of timber, 
rapped it a bit too hard and came a “ purler.” Casper Wragge then 


; took upa position alongside Blanche Langley, till just as he was 


taking off at a bullfinch he was violently, and, perhaps, not acci- 
dentally, cannoned by Captain Rattler, and for the next few minutes 
hopelessly mixed up with his horse, the quickset hedge and the 
ditchwater beyond. It was of no use his cursing; nobody was 
inclined to stop and help him; the chase had too great a fascination 
for the hunters, 

Bagsley Parsonage was neared, and then a strange thing happened. 
Captain Jack Rattler and Biauche Langley, who for a while had 
been heading the ‘ 
field, in full 
view, and riding 
close enough to- 
gether to have 
been covered bya 
handkerchief, 
suddenly, and for 
the first time on 
record, dropped 
out of a brilliant 
burst that was 
bound to end ina 
kill. 

Stranger still 
withina couple of 
hours they had 
taken the up ex- 
press from Bags- 
ey, and were 
riding as close as 
ever in a first- 
class carriage to- 
wards London, 
At Bagsley Par- 
sonage Jack's Ox- 
ford chum, the 
Rev. Robin Good- 
fellow, who had 
been awaiting 
them in his robes, 
had made them 
man ond wife. . : 

When the Squire found that his pet project was doomed, his 
heart relented towards his pet daughter, and Casper Wrage was, 
after all, the only one who regretted that Blanche Tanslev 
and Captain Jack were not in at the death after the Run of the 
Season, 


Made them man and wife. 


A SKATING MAGNET., 
Guaratiteed to be one of the greatest draws of 


— 


‘ ©o°* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
{ ! of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


‘the age. 


i No, 217.—Miss Locig ADAIR,* 


“Oh! beauteous maid, I beg thee share my coronet.” 
—The Dook Snook, 


“ Again love's passion doth inflame my heart.” —Lord Bod. 
“A radiant vision she of peerless beauty.” —The Hon. Billy. 


regal rubes, conducted by the Drury Lane Chamberlain, in the person of Miss Emma 


TO OBLIGE A LADY. | 


Brown, after all, finds that, as regards returning 
his umbrella, she was nof a lady. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE FASTEST ON RECORD. 


“Yes, auntie, 1 have been going it. I came from Scotland last | 
night, and I have been to Venice to-day.” | 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


BM A. SLOPER had been to see Sir Augustus Harris’ pantomime, Humpty Dumpty, 
and had sat in the stalls and beamed on the merry Miss Mane Lloyd, but she would 
not so much as cast him one glance across the footlights. In vain he winkel the 
other eye, but ne'er a glance got he. “Jove! how I love that girl!” he remarked, 
which was v naughty, considering how very much the Old Wreck is married. 
Then, after supping with Sir Augustus, he wended disconsulately homeward, but 
feeling drowsy he sat down on a doorstep aud began to doze. Suddenly he sat up, 
remarking at the same time, “I must, and will, possess her! Did not the magic cup 
of tea in the pantomime cause her, after she drank it, to fall in love with King Dulci- 
mar? Yes, I will go disguised as that monarch, proffer her a drink ”"—(here he felt 
anxiously for his bottle ; ‘twas there)—“ she will it, and then—oh, bliss!" Then 
he had another little doze.——(2). After which he found himself somehow in rich 


| 
| 
| 
| 


_TURNING OVER A NEW LEAF. 


NS 
(2). But the Laird struck @ false note, which quite upset the dear Elder. “‘Ave nabbed their hyrfin books. though !” babbled 
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\ i ae 
“I have had a proposal to-day, dear, from 
| one of our daily diners, but as he is only 
{a baronet’s son I cannot quite make up my 
wind as to whether the bait is worthy of 
ve fish.” — Extract from Letter of Youny 
ve 


‘INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER—MISS MARIE LLOYD 
=—Z 


— 
<= 


D'Auban, into the presence of the Fair One with Golden Locks, otherwise Miss Marle 
Lloyd, when the following dialogue took 3), M. L. (surprised). “Why, as 1 
live, ‘tis Dulcimar returned!" A. S. (aside), “Ha! ha! she is deceived !"—(aloud)— 
“ My life, I yearned, with all my heart, to be again with thee!” M. L. (frowning). 
“Sir!” A. S, (seeing she ts annoyed). “ Let me offer you a little tea.” (Produces 
bottle and daintily wipes mouth of same.) “I fear that I was just a little bold.” M. L. 
(good naturedly). “Well, yes, you were; but I forgive you.”——(4). (£nter Miss 
Fanny Leslie, the real King Duleimar.) F.L. “Hold !"—(to A. SLOPER)—“ You're no 
chevalier, How dare you accost her? Defend yourself, you fossilized impostor!" 
(Attacks the Eminent, while Miss Marie Lleyd softly sings,“ Whacky whack.” & He seeks 
shelter in Humply Dumpty's cag shell.) Where he would have had to remain for ever 
if he had not at that moment awoke. Yes, he had really been dreaming. Witha 
shiver he started to his feet, and made the best of his way to Mildew Court. 


e 


the Divine, as he scuttled home, 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


What with the premiéres of The 2hountebanks and Henry VIII., not to mention several other less ; At Venice, ’Arry, onthe spree, Gondoles" in all his braveree :—The Grand Old Man, I'm glad tv 
important productions, the excitement among “tirst nighters” has lately been at fever heat. But | say, rag od his Winter holiday :—A lad and lass of tender years, Eloped together, it appears :-— 
crowded as was both the Lyric and the Lyceum with the representatives of Science, Arts and Letters, | (utch Mrs, Osborne! all mycye! It's plainthey never meant totry :— Vales ily, it seems the case, 
Beanty, Rank and Fashion, those gatherings fade into complete insignificance when compared to , These “legal libels” grow apace :—This very ancient pipe, I hear, Abolished is to be this year :— 


the brilliant audience which now awaits the rising of the curtain upon the following tableaux :— | Of penal servitude afraid, A favourite dash the burglar made—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


PUZZLE: FIND THE HAT. 


\ 
Marie 
y,asl 
ud )— 
ning). 
duces 
M.L. 6 B = ——s 
q Miss Se = * 
Neate A LITTLE FRUIT FOR A TART. 
’ seeks . is [Tae es 
ever 
ith a 
t. 
IN THE STALLS. 
Coster Bill. What say, guv’nor, mustn't kick up so much row ? 
Bust my biiler, d'ye think I've been savin’ up fur this ere front 
seat for arf a year and ain't a-goin’ to enjoy myself? 
> 
HH i 
mY Nn at » 
4 emi ~4 
) 
— fT 
os 
— 
Mrs. Sandy. 1 had a visit from that horrid Mr, Tompkins the I 
other day. Ale 
vie guar Indeed ! I'm surprised you saw ean 
ed Me Thea be wal Ta wid uaeety poy sea af it's Juggins, who bas come a “ buster,” to his friend, “I say. just catch that brute of a horse for me while I 


quite time. go back to get my hat, there's a good fellow.” The young man who ran through a lot of moucy. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——— 


EARLY last week a man, describing himself as an Oxford 
graduate, was charged at the Westininster Police Court with 
discharging a five-chambered 
revolver to the common danyer. 
The prisoner, who had aited in 
the direction of the Speaker's 
residence at the House of Com- 
mons, declared, on being 
arrested, that he was an Anarch- 
ist, and that what he had done 
was intended to show his con- 
tempt for Parliament. It seems 
a pity, however, that this 

nearest approach to a nine- 
teenth century Guy Fawkes 
couldn't show his feelings 
towards the country’s legis- 
lators in a manner less dan- 
gerous to the public, even if 
more so to the M.P.s. Five- 
chambered revolvers are nasty 
things to expre-s contempt 
with, and if the prisoner has 
many imitators, the neighbour- 
hood of Westminster will be- 
come somewhat sultry, to say 
the least. Meantime, the Ox- 
ford graduate stands remanded, 
the magistrate being evidently 
under the impression that Col- 
ney Hatch would forma suitable 
field for the exercise of the pri- 
soner’s little eccentricities, 


s 

A REALLY capital perform- 
ance, which is contributed to by a wonderful number of popular 
favourites, including Albert Chevalier, Bessie Bonehill, George 
Beanchamp, G. W. Hunter and Pearl Penrose, is now to be seen at 
the Royal Music Hall, Holborn, 1 house which seems to have risen 
rapidly in popular favour since Arthur Swanborough, own brother 
to feddy of the Pay., assumed the managerial reins, Sample his 
wares for yourself, es 

s 


IT is indeed touching to observe the mingled eagerness and 
delight depicted upon the faces—faces often pitiably wasted with 
disense oa privation—of the pour creatures who come to cash their 
half-crown vouchers at the Saturday afternoon distribution. of 
“Ally's Poor Relief Fund.” We feel sure that if we could but 
accommodate our readers on one of these occasions, there is not 
one who would not go away with a tirm determination to seud a 
subscription to the “Appeal.” Unfortunately, a building a few 
thousand times as big as the Albert Hall does not at present exist, 
so that such an arrangement is quite impossible; but there is 
absolutely no reason why our friends should not behave as if there 
were, and send in their stamps, their postal orders and their 
cheques with the smallest possible delay. 


s 

FoR a recent order given by him the Emperor of Germany 
deserves not only the thanks of the fair sex of his own country, 
but the admiration of every true 
lover of the poetry of motion. In 
making arrangements for the 
series of State balls during the 
Carnival season, he remarked to 
the commanders of the Potsdam 
regiments, “Tell your younger 
officers that they are not to attend 
the Court balls if they do not 
mean to dance.” f our Com- 
mander-in-Chief were to issue such 
an edict, with what gratitude it 
would be received by nearly every 
fair inhabitant of our garrison 
towns, the regiment quartered 
therein almost lavariahly being 
imbued with the idea that dancing 
nowadays is not good form, and 
consequently, although the ofticers 
accept invitations to numerous 
social functions, it is only to hang 
in a knot round the door or lean 
listlessly against the sides of the 
room, with the result that the 
hostess finds it absolutely impos- 
sible to obtain partners for her fair 
guests, who, be they neverso pretty, : 
sit round the room like veritable | \ 
wall tlowers, ee \\ 

s 


THE Tottering Grog Blossom 
has this day, in ® moment of unusual soberness, been graciously 
peewee to confer the “Award of Merit” upon G. W. HUNTER, 

ecause he's a popular Irish comedian. “Feyther,” gurgled the 
Blue Orbed Box Lounger, as he leant gracefully upon tne refresh- 
ment bar at the Pav., and precipitated yet another kummel into 
his interior, “judgin’ by the toomultus applause, G. W.'s Irish 
songs go down preity well.” But the Agéd answered not: a little 
unpleasantness, not wholly unconnected with the tender by him of 
a doubtful half thick'un, was engaging all his attention and that of 
a buxom barmaid. as 

* 


ALTHOUGH The Honourable Herbert, by C. Haddon Chambers, 
as a play cannot bear comparison with Zhe Idler, by the same 
author, there 
is every proba- 
bility that, with 
ordinary luck, 
it will have a 
longer run than 
many of its pre- 
decessors at the 
Vaudeville 
Theatre. The 
plot may not be 
as original as 
could be desired, 
still the good 
points predomi- 
nate, and it can- 
not be denied 
that some of the 
situations are 
exceedingly well 
worked out, 
Again, the dia- 
logue through- 
out is brilliant, 
and this, in 
conjunction 
with some really 
fine acting, is 
sufficient alone to make a success of many a worse play than the 
one in question, Thomas Thorne makes a welcome reappearance 
on the London stage, and is fitted with a character peculiarly 
adapted to his talent, whilst Sydney Brough, H. B. Conway, 
Dorothy Dorrand Edith Bannister, are deserving of praise for their 
admirable rendering of their respective characters, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


ACCOMPANIED by the majority of the Family, the Mouldy One, 
on the evening of Friday, January Ist, paid a visit to the Maryle- 
bone Theatre, Edg- 
ware Road, in order 
to witness a per- 
formance of the 
grand pantomime of 
Robinson Crusoe. ¢ 
The royal box, and 24 
an unlimited amount 
of liquid refresh- 
ments, were placed 
at the disposal of 
the illustrious visi- 
tors, who completely 
tilled the former and 
did their utmost to 
allow the latter to 
fillthem. Inthe short space 


at our disposal any detailed Ne 
sriticiem cfthe production is : BIN 3 
impossible, but a word of LADD 7 
praise for their performance \ \ \ } 
must be accorded to the )\ | 
Sisters Le Mara, whose )\ /} 
charms captivated the Emi- ve \ | 
nent completely. Why, oh! { I 
why, is the Old 'Un so sus- \ ima 
ceptible to the smiles of We C 
Beauty ? ° HENS 
ie) 
IN a recent artic’e our ‘! 


esteemed contemporary the nN 
Spectator commented upon 

the limited number of domestic pets, and then proceeded to show 
its readers how to add to the list. A nice pet fora lady who has 
grown weary of pugs and toy terriers is a Suricate,‘an active, 
vivacious, pretty little fellow, about ten inches long, with greenish 
brown fur, large bright eyes, a sharp pointed nasal organ and dainty 
paws. The Sooty Phalangist, or brown opossum of Tasmania, is 
also strongly recommended on account of his affectionate and 
cleanly disposition. He possesses rich dark brown fur, a small 
head, pink nose and large brown eyes, and a compound hand with 
claws on its fingers, and an almost human and clawless thumb, 
with the aid of which he can hold a wine glass or eat jam out 
ufateaspoon. Now, then, who says a Souty Phalangist? 

. 


a 

THERE is not the slightest truth in the statement that the 
Eminent intends shortly to publish a three volume work by him- 
-elf on natural history. It is quite true that during his frequent 
“jndisposition” he comes across sume very rare and curious 
specimens of reptiles indeed ; but then it’s not the sort of thing he 
would like generally known, Besides, what would be the good of 
three volumes? We doubt if he could complete the work in 
twenty. *.° 


THE nervousness of the fair sex is, of course, proverbial, but 
vever is it more exemplified than during the skating season. To 
watch a girl's man- 
wuvres when she 
wshes to satisfy her- 
self as to whether she 
may safely intrust her 
dainty form on the ice 
bound lake, is almost 
as great a treat as a 
visit to a pantomime, 
No matter how many 
persons are already 
ussembled on the ice, 
the young lady's per- 
formance is always the 
came. With graceful 
dignity she poises her- 
self on one foot (the 
said foot, of course. 
being on land), and, 
swinging her other leg 
forward, she gently 
touches the ice with 
the extreme end of the 
toe. This proving 
satisfactory, the whole 
of one foot is then 
planted on the 
ice, Should the ice 
still remain intact 
under this severe test, 
loveliness is quite satis- 
tied, and, full of confi- 
dence, she saunters 
calmly on to the frozen mere, thoroughly convinced that to her 
foresight she perhaps owes her life, 

» 


IF any of our readers wish to view the wonders of mighty 
Egypt, they can do so now by paying a visit to the Niagara Hall, 
York Street, near the Royal Aquarium, There the treasures of the 
renowned countrys, as depicted on an enormous and splendidly 
painted picture, may be gazed on to the heart's content. Besides 
he picture, we have a capital representation of astreet in modern 
Cairo, and real natives are laid on to make the scene more realistic. 
Go at once, a shilling only is the price of admission to view an 
exhibition which, of its class, has never been surpassed. 


s 

By his announcement that only those in fancy costume would 
be admitted into the dancing inclosure at the secoud of the Covent 
Garden Carnival Balls, Sir Au- 
gustus Harris did a wise and 
clever thing. Successfulas the 
first ball wag, its success might 
have been intinitely greater had 
such arule been then in force, 
and the hundreds of people who 
appeared in plainevening dress 
been compelled to adopt carni- 
val costume. By the time this 
is in the hands of the public, 
the second of the Covent Gar- 
den dances will be a thing of 
the past, but we have no shadow 
of doubt that, owing to Sir 
Augustus’ wise precaution, it 
will be remembered as a distinct 
and emphatic Success. 


ALTHOUGH it is still quite 
early in the season the num- 
ber of jokes on the subject of 
Leap Year is quite up to the 
average as regards number, age 
and stupidity; and as, ever 
since the lst of January, the 
oldest and most idiotic of them 
have been poured into this oftice 
by hundreds, the Editor, in self- 
defence, feels compelled to an- \\ 
nounce that SLoPER’s Own \ \s 
Assassin has received strict injunctions to wreak dire vengeance 
upon any lunatic at large who sends us any conundrum, riddle, 
joke or jest in connection with Leap Year, which contains the 
word “pop” in the auswer. No wore warnings will be issued. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. , 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING JANUARY 23uD, 1892, 
—~—— 


17th January, 1828.—This day Thomas Cheshire, alias“ Jack 
Ketch,” attended ‘ut the Lambeth Union Hall, accompanied by his 
daughter, a married woman, for the purpose of complaining against 
the parish officers of Lambeth, who, he alleged, ha refused to give 
her any relief in her distress, her hushand being for the last two 
years confined in a madhouse. When Jack Ketch hat described 
the reduced circumstances of his daughter, the magistrate ex pressed 
some surprise, observing that the least her father could do in such 
a case was to support her himself, without allowing her to make 
application for relief tothe parish, Jack Ketch : Lord bless you, 
sir, it's out of my power to support her! She has two children, 
and [ never could find a living for them. You know, sir (added 
he, shaking his head), busine~s is very slack with me of late, Mr, 
Hone: Have you any other children? Jack Ketch : None, sir, thank 
God ; but | have my old woman to look after. Mr. Hone: If you 
have only a wife to support, | thiuk you must be in circumstances 
to assist your own daughter. Jack Ketch: | have only © extines 
a week from the City of London, and it’s hard enough for two 
people to muke out on that. Mr. Staples (the chief clerk): You 
don't mean to say that your income is only at the rate of a guinea 
a week? Your business is not confined tu the City. Jack Ketch: 
I gues into the country sometimes—not often. Mr. Staples: You 
had something to do in this county very recently in your line. 
Jack Ketch (scratching his head): Ay, sir, that was a God-send, to 
be sure; but they do not come so often as to make a mau in my 
profession independent enough to support a large family. 


18th January, 1803.—Under this date is given an accouns 
of a young man in the employ of Messrs, Scratcherd and Whitaker, 
booksellers, in Ave Maria Lane, in 1785, who, in the middle of the 
night, dreaming he had been buried alive, without any assistance 
but his bare hands, burst a hole through the bedroom ceiling, in 
which he was found wedged fast, the shirt torn from his back, and 
the upper part of his body terribly lacerated by the nails, laths, etc. 


19th J anuary, 1840.—Stephen Price, the American manager, 
died this day. 


ibutilide: Jie ee ee 

20th January, 1702.—The greatest curiosity of the Church 
of St. Nicholas, at Réval, used to be the mummy-corpse of the 
Duke Charles Eugene, extended within the box a corpse of 
vigantic stature, entirely enveloped in a mantle of black velvet. 
The head is covered by a huge wig with long curls, Round the 
neck is a cravat of fine Dutch linen, embroidered, and the feet are 
in white silk stockings. The hands are crossed on the breast. The 
expression of the face is startling; it is that of a man who died 
suddenly in a paroxysm of fear, 


2ist January, 1853.—Middlesborough, in Yorkshire, was 
this day incorporated. Above a public-house in this town there 
used to be a signboard with a representation of a bee-hive, sur- 
rounded with a swarm of bees, under which were the following 
emphatic lines, probably the production of “mine host ” :— 
“In this bee-hive 
We're ali alive! 
Good liquor makes us funny— 
If you be dry, 
Come in and try 
The flavour of our honey.” 


22nd January, 1885.—In the course of this day’s business 
at Clerkenwell Police Court, a man, whose face and bearing 
expressed great mental anxiety, applied to Mr. Barstow for protec- 
tion, He had been Firearaned. and was going about in fear for his 
life. Desired to give further particulars, he explained that he had 


received a letter in which a man with whom he had been in dis- 


pute threatened to shoot him. He handed a letter to Mr. Barstow, 


; who laughed upon opening it, and said he would read aloud the 
words which had put the applicant into such a state of consterna- 


tion, They were as follows—“1 give you fair warning. that if | 
tind you aspersing my character in any way, if you are worth 
powder and shot, I will make you pay for it.” The applicant 
iooked surprised and hurt at the merriment excited by the reading 
of the passage, and repeated his request for protection. He was 
‘iesired not to waste any more of the time of the court, and sadly 
withdrew, 

23rd January, 1570-1.—In the accounts of the Church- 
wardens of Westminster, Mr. Burgon found it_recorded, on the 
occasion of Queen El.zabeth opening the Royal Exchange on this 
day, that the bellringers were paid 4d. “for ringing when the 
Queen's Majesty weut to the Bursse,” and 8d. “for ringing when 
the Queen's Majesty went to Sir Thomas Gresham's and came back 
again. 


“AILEEN GRAY.” 


THERE’s no one on the muvorside, 
There's no one far away, 

Is half so sweet and tender 
As bonnie Aileen Gray. 

Her eyes are like the speedwell 
That blooms upon the lea ; 

Her voice is like the skylark’s, 
In rippling melody. 


There's no one o'er the order, 
There's no one in the dell, 

Is like my little lassie. 
The maid | love so well. 

Her Jocks are brown as chestnuts ; 
Hor lips all rosy red ; 

And sweet her sinile as sunbeams 
That glance from skies o’erhead. 


There’s many another lassie 
Upon the moorland wide : 
There's Janet and there's Kirstecn, 
And Nance and Kate beside ; 
But none go fair as Aileen, 
My love, my sweet for aye— 
There's no one in the whole world 
Like bonny Aileen Gray. 


a 


THE MANGLER. 


Not the least conspicuous among the many guests at a recent 
dance at a country house was a young gentleman who ran to great 
weight about the region of his pedal extremities and who, long 
before half 1 dozen dances had been got through, had acquired the 
somewhat Reva dtl a if not particularly complimentary, sobri- 
quet of “The Mangler.” As he footed it rapidly, if not nimbly, 
through the earlier “ square dances,” his style calied for more than 
passing comment, an average of the compliments passed upon his 
style being struck by the young lady who—a smart girl to hounds, 
d quick at retort—withdrew her sweet little left’ pump just as 
The Mangler” came splurging round, with the old cry of caution, 
“"Ware wheat, sonnie!"” Anon came a pause—a brief, but all too 
grateful pause—when the judicious, collaring the fair ones of their 
choice, made an early onslaught on the supper, whilst the injudi- 
cious or insatiable terpischorean devotees (and among them was 
“The Mangler") considered a brandy and soda at the hands of the 
butler a sutficient dissipation, 

The heated, panting darling who permitted herself to be escorted 
to the counter by our hero was, indeed, « disdainful beauty : dis- 
dainful—but thirsty. If she hadn't been >o horribly thirsty, things 
might have heen otherwise, for : 

“T b'lieve—that is, I think, I've had the pleasure of meeting you 
somewhere, once befure 2" opined the panting young gentleman. 

“Tf that’s so, | should advise you to make the utmost of it: 
you'll never get another chance,” replied Beauty, with a sneer that 
would have withered frozen meat. 


Saturday, January 16, 1892.) 
PUTTING THE QUEEN’S PIPE OUT.. 


[The method of disposing of and destroying smuggled tobacco, by means of 
tiat was called the “ Queen's Pipe,” has been abolished.) 
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And I think you'll confess that there's cause for distress 
In thus putting “ Her Majesty's Pipe” out! 


Lots of Contraband “ Weed" I consumed with much speed 
(A puff-ectedly re'glar proceeding !) 

But such “ weed ” thex’ll now shed on poor people instead— 
At least, so I've lately been reading. 

Een the old fashioned joke about “ending in smoke "— 
Now (concerning “ yours truly ") must wipe out ; 

For me, it is plain, no smoke will remain, 
After putting “ Her Majesty's Pipe” out! 


> 


USELESS PRECAUTIONS. 
WARILY the midnight reveller alighted from the hansom which, 
rith a cunning born of seven long weary years of experience of 
narried life, he had ordered to be pulled up quite ten ace from 
isown, Carefully propping himself against a convenient lamp- 
ost, he commenced the by no means easy task of finding his 
oney in order to satisfy 
the demands of the cabby ; 
nd having, after a some- 
hat prolonged _ search, 
ueceeded, handed thirty 
hillings in gold, under 
he impression it was that 
izhteenpence, to the cab- 
an, and supporting him- 
elf at somewhat frequent 
intervals by the railing, 
rept silently, stealthily 
wards his home, 
He was not quite bad, 
his man, not wholly lost 
> his position. There still 
emained some faint sparks 
Df good in his nature, cap- 
able at times of being 
fanned intoa fairly bright ~ —- 
flame, and under the 
chastening and sentimental 
uence of New Year's 
e, this man had solemnly 
mised, vowed — nay, 
‘orn to renounce late hours and strong drinks for ever, and his 
fe, gentle, confiding creature, had wept tears of joy at the intelli- 
nee, and regaled him with hot barley water, and retired to rest and 
ein of a new sealskin and diamond hangle, and other little neces- 
ries ensily obtainable now dear William had resolved to economize 
d reform. And now—alas! for the weakness of human nature, 
is man had betrayed the trust reposed in him, and on the very 
st excuse—the absence of his wife to spend an hour or two with 
r mother—had gone out, been tempte:! and fallen, But,as | have 
fore remarked, the man was not utterly abandoned, and, even 
w, with all the nobler instincts of his nature drowned in old brown 
andy, felt his position keenly—felt heartily ashamed of himself. 
ut there is one hope for him—she, his Maud Ethel, his darling, 
8 wife, may not be sitting up. Cautiously he enters and finds 
e house in silence. Oh, Joy! if he can but creep upstairs and 
to bed without awakening her, his reputation is saved. She will 
too sleepy to notice the time and his condition, Removing his 
ts, he commences his journey. Ah! who can paint the perils 
it? Imagine, if you can, the agony of repressing the exclama- 
on forced to the lips after suddenly treading upon a tack, the 
Id sweat of fear after stumbling over a loose stair-rod, the doubt, 
e uncertainty of discovery. But the hero gained his bedroom at 
st, hot, bruised, bleeding and trembling, but with a prayer of 
ankfulness in his heart. Noiselessly he turned the handle, and, 
adiug a candle with his hand, stole towards the bed to make 
uite sure that she still slept. It was empty. 
Ilis wife had not yet returned from her mother's, 
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GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 

No. 29.—ED1E SOMERS. 

1 Gor hold of the tail of the coat 
Of the artist of SLOPER, when he 

Was prep:ring to pop off the Wat- 
Erloo Bridge, like a felo-de-se. 

And I said, with a sigh of reproach 
“In the bowers of the Giutuddled 

Scribe 

There be casks of October to broach, 

There be bottles of cham. to im- 


ibe, 
There be viands to eat, that surpass 
All the dainties we've tasted be- 
fore: 
Are you SUCH an egregious as3 
That youd die ere the banquet is 
oer, 


Then his book from the fob of his 
coat 
Drew the artist, while painfully 
crept 
A deep groan of distress from his 
throat, 
And he wearily, wearily wept. 
“Sling your eye o’er this picture, 
ny son! 
It’s the likeness of Edie I've 
ta’en: 
But, albeit my utmost l've done, 
Tt appears e0 confoundediv plain 
When with Edie compared, that, alack ! 
I am certain the Ginfuddied Bloke, 
When he sees it, will give me the sack : v 
Let me croak, O my friend, let me croak ! 
And, uiness ‘ad called a P.C, then and there, 
Siovcn’s urust would now have been—where,and oh! where? | w 
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(Saturday, January 16, 1892, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING JANUARY 23HD, 1892, 
game 


17th January, 1828.—This day Thomas Cheshire, alias “Jnek 
Ketch,” attended ‘at the Lambeth Union Hall, accompanied by his 
daughter,a married woman, for the purpose of complaining against 
the parish officers of Lambeth, who, he alleged, had refused to give 
her any relief in her distress, her hushund being for the last two 
years confined in a madhouse, When Jack Ketch hat described 
the reduced circumstances of his daughter, the magistrate eX pressed 
some surprise, observing that the least her father could do in such 
iw case was to support her himself, without allowing her to make 
application for relief to the parish, Jack Ketch: Lord bless you, 
sir, it’s out of my power to support her! She has two children, 
and [ never could find a living for them. You know, sir (added 
he, shaking his head), busine~s is very slack with me of late. Mr. 
Hone: Have youany other children? Jack Ketch : None, sir, thank 
God ; but I have my old woman to look after. Mr. Hone: If you 
have only a wife to support, I think you must be in circumstances 
to assist your own daughter. Jack Ketch: | have only ® Eines 
a week from the City of London, and it's hard enough for two 
people to mike out on that. Mr. Staples (the chief clerk): You 
don't mean to say that your income is only at the rate of a guinea 
a week? Your business is not confined tu the City. Jack Ketch : 
I gues into the country sometimes—not often. Mr. Staples: You 
had something to do in this county very recently in your line, 
Jack Ketch (scratching his head): Ay, sir, that was a God-send, to 
be sure; but they do not come so often as to make a mau in my 
profession independent enough to support a large family. 


18th January, 1803.—Under this date is given an accouns 
of a young man in the employ of Messrs, Scratcherd and Whitaker, 
booksellers, in Ave Maria Lane, in 1785, who, in the middle of the 
night, dreaming he had been buried alive, without any assistance 
but his bare hands, burst a hole through the bedroom ceiling, in 
which he was found wedged fast, the shirt torn from his back, and 
the upper part of his body terribly lacerated by the nails, laths, etc, 


19th J anuary, 1840.—Stephen Price, the American manager, 
died this day. 


aa 

20th January, 1702.—The grentest curiosity of the Church 
of St. Nicholas, at Réval, used to be the mummy-corpse of the 
Duke Charles Eugene, extended within the box a corpse of 
sigantic stature, entirely enveloped ina mantle of black velvet, 
The head is covered by a huge wig with long curls. Round the 
neck is a cravat of fine Dutch linen, embroidered, and the feet are 
in white silk stockings. The hands are crossed on the breast. The 
expression of the face is startling ; it is that of a man who died 
suddenly in a paroxysm of fear, 


2lst January, 1853.—Middlesborough, in Yorkshire, was 
this day incorporated. Above a public-house in this town there 
used to be a signboard with a representation of a bee-hive, sur- 
rounded with a swarm of bees, under which were the following 
emphatic lines, probably the production of “ mine host” :— 
“In this bee-hive 
We're ali alive! 
Good liquor makes us funny— 
If you be dry, 
Come in and try 
The flavour of our honey.” 


ee ae rane seiner, NOW EE 
22nd January, 1885.—In the course of this day’s business 
at Clerkenwell Police Court, a man, whose face and bearins 
| expressed great mental anxiety, applied to Mr. Barstow for protec: 
tion, He had been threatened, and was going about in fear fur his 
life. Desired to give further particulars, he explained that he had 
received a letter in which a man with whom he had been in dis- 
pute threatened to shoot him. He handed a letter to Mr. Barstow, 
who laughed upon opening it, and said he would read aloud the 
words wich had put the applicant into such a state of consterna- 
tion, They were as follows—“ 1 give you fair warning. that if | 
tind you aspersing my character in any way, if you are worth 
powder and shot, I will make you pay for it.” “The applicant 
looked surprised and hurt at the merriment excited by the reading 
of the passage, and repeated his request for protection. He was 
‘lesired not to waste any more of the time of the court, and sadly 
withdrew, 


23rd January, 1570-1.—In the accounts of the Church- 
wardens of Westminster, Mr, Burgon found it recorded, on the 
occasion of Queen ElL.zabeth opening the Royal Exchange on this 
day, that the bellringers were paid 4d. “for ringing when the 
Queen's Majesty went to the Bursse,” and 8d. “for ringing when 
the Queen's Majesty went to Sir Thomas Gresham's and came back 
again.” 
a 
“AILEEN GRAY.” 
THERE's no one on the muvorside, 
There's no one far away, 
Is half so sweet and tender 
As bonnie Aileen Gray. 
| Her eyes are like the speedwell 
That blooms upon the lea; 
Her voice is like the skylark’s, 
| In rippling melody. 
There's no one o'er the Porder, 
There's no one in the dell, 
Is like my little lassie. 
The maid | love so well. 
Her locks are brown as chestnuts ; 
flor lips all rosy red ; 
And sweet her smile as sunbeams 
That glance from skies o’erhead. 


There's many another lassie 
Upon the moorland wide : 
There's Janet and there's Kirstecn, 
And Nance and Kate beside ; 
But none go fair as Aileen, 
My love, my sweet for aye— 
There's no one in the whole world 
Like bonny Aileen Gray, 


_-—___.. 


THE MANGLER. 


Not the least conspicuous among the many guests ata recent 
dance at a country house was a young gentleman who ran to great 
weight about the region of his pedal extremities and who, long 
before half a dozen dances had been got through, had acquired the 
somewhat distinguished, if not particularly com limentary, sobri- 
quet of “The Mangler,” As he footed it rapidly, if not nimbly, 
through the earlier “ square dances,” his style calied for more than 
passing comment, an average of the compliments passed upon his 
style being struck by the young lady who—a smart girl to hounds, 
and quick at retort—withdrew her sweet little left pump just as 
“The Mangler” came eplurging round, with the old cry of caution, 
“"Ware wheat, sonnie!” Anon came a pause—a brief, but all too 
grateful pause—when the judicious, collaring the fair ones of their 
choice, made an early onslaught on the supper, whilst the injudi- 
cious or insatiable terpischurean devotees (and among them was 
“The Mangler’) considered a brandy and soda at the hands of the 
butler a sufficient dissipation, 

The heated, panting darling who permitted herself to be escorted 
to the counter by our hero was, indeed, 1 disdainful beauty : dis- 
dainful—but thirsty. If she hadn’t been so horribly thirsty, things 


might have heen otherwise, for : 
“I b'lieve—that is, I think, I've had the pleasure of meeting you 
somewhere, once befure 2” opined the panting young gentleman. 
“Tf that’s so, 1 should advise you to make the utmost of it: 
you'll never get another chance,” replied Beauty, with a sneer that 
would have withered frozen meat. 


Saturday, January 16, 1892.) 
PUTTING THE QUEEN’S PIPE OUT., 


{The method of disposing of and destroying smuggled tobacco, by means of 


hat was called the * Queen's Pipe,” has been abolished.) 
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And I think you'll confess that there's cause for distress 

In thus putting “Her Majesty's Pipe” out ! 


Lots of Contraband “ Weed” I consumed with much speed 
(A puff-ectedly re'glar proceeding !) 

But such “weed ” thes'll now shed on poor people instend— 
At least, so I’ve lately been reading. 

E’en the old fashioned joke about “ending in smoke "— 
Now (concerning “ yours truly ”) must wipe out ; 

For me, it is plain, no smoke will remain, 
After putting “ Her Majesty's Pipe” out! 
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USELESS PRECAUTIONS. 

WARILY the midnight reveller alighted from the hansom which. 
rith a cunning born of seven long weary years of experience of 
narried life, he had ordered to be pulled up quite ten Noses from 
isown, Carefully propping himself against a convenient lamp- 

st, he commenced the by no means easy task of fiuding his 

oney in order to satisfy 
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nd having, after a some- 

hat prolonged — search, 
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GIRLS OF THE “FRIV,” 
No. 29.—EpD1£ Somers. 

I Gor hold of the tail of the coat 
OF the artist of SLopeR, when he 

Was prepiring to pop off the Wat- 
Erloo Bridge ike a felo-dowe, 

And I said, with a sigh of reproach 
“In the bowers of the Gintuddled 

Scribe 

There be casks of October to broach, 

There be bottles of cham, to im- 


bibe, 
There be viands to eat, that surpass 
All the dainties we've tasted be- 
fore: 
Are you SUCH an egregious as3 
That you'd die ere the banquet is 
ver]” 


Then his book from the fob of his 
coat 
Drew the artist, while painfully 
crept 
A deep groan of distress from his 
throat, 
And he wearily, wearily wept. 
“Sling your eye o'er this picture, 
ny son! 
It's the likeness of Edie I've 
ta’en: 
‘ But, albeit my utmost l've done, 
Tt appears eo confoundediv plain 
When with Edie compared, that, alack ! 
I am certain the Ginfuddied Bloke, 
When he sees it, will give nv: the sack : 
Let me croak, O my friend, let me croak 1” 
And, uness ‘ad called a P.C, then and there, 
SLovcn’s urtust would now have been—where, and oh ! where? 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOx. 


ELVINGTON, EYTHORSE, Dover, December 26th, 1891. 
DEAR S1IR,—As is too often the case, | ama day after the Fair, 
but I hope the inclosed will be in time for your “ Poor.” 
Ycurs truly, JULIAN STURGIS, 


CRITERION THEATRE, PICCADILLY, W., January \st, 1892, 
DEAR Sin,—Mr. Wyndham desires me to forward you the 
accompanying cheque for £2 2s., in response to your “ Appeal for 

the Poor and Destitute of London,” with his best’ wishes, 
Yours truly, F. J. BELLINGER. 


GAIETY THEATRE Company, LIMITED, STRAND, W.C., 
January 4th, 1892. 
DEAR SiR,—“My mite” (£2 22.), 
MEYER LUTZ. 


Yours sincerely, 
PANTHEON, OXFORD STREET, Lonpoy, W., 
January 5th, 1892. 
ALLY SLopErR’s “ Annual A Ppeal on behalf of the Poor and Desti- 
tute of London.” Cheque for £1 inclosed, with Mr. Walter Gilbey's 
compliments, 


7 Bow Street, Lonpoy, W.C, January 6th, 1892. 
DEAR S1R,—I have the pleasure of inclosing you cheque for 
£1 1s., in response to your considerate “Christmas Appeal for the 


Destitue Poor of London.” 
You JOSEPH CRAWSHAW. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 


No. 96.—HeE Becomes A Pot PURLOINER FOR A SPURIOUS 
MONeY COINER. 
WHEN SLoper’s breast with sobs was rent 
And SLOPER'S eves were dim, 
Because he'd apent his last red cent, 
Behold! there came to him 
A “smasher” from a Shoreditch sluin, 
Who wank a wink profound 
As in the ribs with dextral thumb 
He poked the Mildewed Mound. 


“My game is making spurious coin 
From stolen pots,” said he, 

“ And soon, if you'll my fortunes join, 
A millionaire you'll be. 

For all men think the great P.B,'s 
The purest, best of men; 

So you may sneak the pots with ease, 
And bring them to my det!” 


Here Stoper’s guardian angel sighed, 
“ Pray shun this lawless job!” 
But SLoPER with a sneer replied, 
“ Pray twig this oofless fob {" 
Then to his tempter, with a smile: 
“Plato, thou reasonest well ! 
I'll join thee, though my soul to vile 
Beélzebub | sell!" 


Next day, in SLOPER's largest van, 
Through town Bill Higgins deny, 

And, aye and oft, the Grand Old Mau 
Into that van would shove 

A heap of pots: then off he'd rove 
Another bateh.to cull, 

And, long ere midnight came, by Jove! 
The spacious van was full, 


But, when into the Shoreditch alum 
Drove ALLY with his load, 

His handsome face grew grave and glum, 
That erst with pride had glowed. 

The “smasher ” Talend a furious shout : 
“Go home, go home at once! 

Can coin be manufactured out 
Of CHIMNEY Pots, you dunce?" 


HER IDEA OF ECONOMY. 

“You were speaking about getting yourself a warm mantle the 
other day, Mrs. G.,” said Mr.Grumbleton. “ Er—er—times are bad, 
you know, and money scarce. Er—er—I suppose £5 will be 
enough, won't it?" “Oh, I’ve changed my mind, Mr, G.,” re- 
sponded his wife ; “I sha'n't have a new mantle this winter, but I'll 
trim up the old one.” “Ah, that’s very good of you, my dear,” 
said Grumbleton ; “f am very much pleased.” “I'm glad you're 
pleased, my dear. P'r’aps you wouldn't mind letting me have a 
cheque for the fur trimming ; about £15 will do!” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPEHAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED Last WEEK, £126 1s, 94d. 


ALLY SLOPER, Esq. (weekly donation), £1; TEDDY WICKS, Is.; MARIE LE 
BLANCHE, 58.; EMMA JAXMAN, 28, 6d.; E. G. HAMES, 18; E. C. ELLIS, 3d.; 
JOHN D'AUBAN, £1 18; W. J. F.. 18.5 “ROVING Sam," 4d.; INEZ (Launceston), 
6d.; CHARLES WYNDHAM, £2 2s.; B. FAUSTIN, £1 18; J.C., 1s. 6d.: D. W. Po 
6d.; “ LAST POSSESSION IN THE WORLD,” 3d.; J. N. MASKELYNE, 103, 6d.: 
ANNIE L. POWELL, 18.5 S. R48; GEORGE CLOARE, 1s; Le BRUNIN, F.O. 
108.; JOHN L. TOOLE, .; GEORGE CRIGHTON, 10s. 6d.; H. C. WATSON, F.O.S., 
4s. 6d; J. E. S18; W.J. F., 18.3 G. A. T. (Hartlepool), 1s.; CHARLES LAUR, 
Junr., £1 1s, 


Making a total received up to January 6th, 1892—£135 15s. 1d. 


“WHILE THE SUN OR THE STARS BE 
NOT DARKENED.” 


I. 

HAND of the toiler, be firm! he firm! 
For inflexible zeal is prowperity's germ. 
Firm with an energy scorning to shirk, 
Or perform incompletely thy requisite work : 
Firm with a strength that will carry thee through 
The most arduous task that is given thee to do! 
For a season, O hand of the toiler! shall come 
When thy mastodon sinews will waste and be numb, 
When thy flexors, extensors and muscles will fail, 
And thy Hercules digits be bloodless and pale. 
So, to earn thee repose in that wearisome time, 
Doughty hand of the toiler, be firm in thy prime! 


Voice of the preacher, be lond! be lond! 
Let thine eloquence thrill through the listening crowd. 
Loud in pursuit of a praiseworthy aim : 
Loud against falsehood and sin to dectaim : 
Loud to an obdurate race to declare 
That integrity'’s Peace, and that vice is Despair! 
Fora season, O voice of the preacher! shall come 
When the generant larynx will haltingly hum, 
When, "gainst evil, uplifting her head as of yore, 
Thy magniloquent darts may be hurled nevermore. 
Yet much sin from the earth may ere then be effaced : 
Noble voice of the preacher, be loud while thou may’st ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
THE PRINTS OF WAILS—A volume of love-songs by a poetess 
who has been jilted. 
YounG'’s Nigur THovuguts—Children’s dreams, 
NEw Version of an Old Proverb—Tell the truth and the devil 
will be ashamed of you. 
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SLOPER’'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
RICHER THAN GOLD. 


(A TALE OF THE LONE Paciric.) 
SS 
CHAPTER VI. 
For a time Frederick Bulstrode was saved. 
himself ag he realized that the native co skery bouks contained no 
recipe for“ devilled bones.” Plain 
roast or boiled seemed to be the 
only methods of dealing with 
meat within the knowledge of 
the native cooks,and it was evj- 
dent that as long as he could re- 
} main spare, so long would his life 
be spared, but that the moment 
he was likely to make a Tespect- 

able joint, his doom was sealed. 
| He determined to leave no stone 
| unturned to remain inedible. The 
longer he lived the more chances 
there were for rescue. Something 
might turn up to relieve him of 
the presence of the savages, or 
enable him to return to his native 
land. 

Meanwhile, a council of the 
native Agricultural Society was 
held to consider as to the best 
means of fattening the captive. 
The principal chief presided, and 
seventeen different essays by suc- 
cessful experts were read, advoca- 
ting seventeen different methods. 
Then each of the seventeen ex- 
| perts adversely criticised and 
condemned each of the other 
sixteen experts, and the assembly 
adjourned to meet again next 
day, only agreeing, under protest, 
that the white captive should 
be fed at proper intervals, till a 
final settlement was reached, 

After the adjournment of the meeting, twelve of the experts 
visited one of the native beer springs and continued the discussion, 
and the ig Ho of one theory hit the upholder of another theor 
over the head with a quart pot. Then the row became genera 
and, before it was coneluded, five of the experts were killed, and 
another two had to be carned off the field for repairs, The sur- 
vivors stored the dead bodies in the public meat safe, and the 
Agricultural Society's meeting was next day prorogued, in order 
that its members could be present at the funeral obsequies of those 
who had heen killed the night before. 

The dinner was a success, but it effectually disposed of the theo- 
ries of the deceased as to feeding. The survivors sampled the 
remains of each, but there was always found to be something wrong 
with their flavour, Oue of the deceased had supported fish as an 

‘ fattening food, 
and had acted up 
to his theory, and 
it was found that 
his remains tasted 
strongly of fish. 
He did well en- 
ou-h after the 
soup, but those 
who tasted him as 
an entrée declared 
he was nauseous. 
So it was with 
The 

man who had sup- 

ported sugar as a 

fattener did fairly 

well in the dessert 

course, but was a 

complete failure in 

the earlier courses; 

and the man who 

was in favour of 

plenty of spice and 

not sauces was un- 

bearable in the 

later stages of the 

banquet, Altoge- 

ther, the obsequies 

of the late la- 

mented made a 

distinct advance 

on popular know- 

ledge of scientific 

feeding, and as the principal chief calmly picked the arm-bone of 
one of his Inte subjects, he expressed the opinion that feeding 
continuously on any one special article of f was a mistake, and 
| that to secure a really palatable result, it was best to judiciously 

' mingle the ingredients. 

At the next meeting of the Agricultural Society, the leading 
member proposed that recognition should be made of the fact that 
a special system of feeding with only one article of food was an 
agricultural and culinary mistake. 

The leading chief on the opposite side moved a resolution in 
support of vexetarianism, and constrasted the views held by his 
Opponent at great 
length and with 
much fervour. 
While in the midst 
ofan argument that 

| water was always 

! wholesome, a water 

| bottle hit him in 

| the ear, and he laid 

| himself down to 
die. 

In course of the 
debate which fol- 
lowed, the majority 
considerably 
thinned out the 
minority, and ere 
the meeting ad- 
journed, there was 
as much dead meat 
at the meeting as 
would supply the 
market for a fort- 
night. 

Then the Agri- 
cultural Society 
passed a series of 
resolutions of sym- 
pathy with the 
relatives of the 
deceased, and ad- 
journed the debate 
for fourteen days, 
in order to enable . 
all to enjoy the festivities which the consumption of such an 
unexpected supply of fresh meat was sure to entail, 

And the white captive still pined, and presented a spare appearance. 

CTo be continued nect week.) 


He chuckled to 


The prineipal clicf presided. 


them all. 


The white captive still pined, 
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THE “F.O.S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 238.—Mr. H. J. Hitcatns, F.O.S. 

© Possessed of wonderful pluck and energy, H. J. Hitehins has, 
by the exercise of these two qualities, attained, as far as his pro- 
fession is concerned, the highest pinnacle of fame. Left an 
orphan at a very early age, our hero began life with nothing in 
his pocket ; in fact, with less, for, owing to some little gambling 
transactions with whieh he was connected, he found himself 
whout £10 in debt. But this was nothing, Speedily plunging 
into bankruptcy, he declared a divicen! of nothing in the 
pound, and, with the aid of sundry disguises, was not Jong in 
escaping both the clutches of the law and his creditors and fly- 
ing to London. He had not been in the metropolis five minutes, 
before he was kindly relieved of the only bit of valuable 
wwellery he possessed, viz., his late father’s German-silver watch. 
This seemed to raise his dander, and he swore vengeance against 
all cockneyism. Somehow or another, he could not quite make 
up his mind whether to blow up London with dynamite or gun- 
cotton; and, this problem proving too complicated for our 
hero’s youthful mind, he determined to give Londoners one more 
chance, and for this deed of kindness he was amply rewarded. 
Before tne expiration of a week he was taken np by the 
theatrical profession, and given a good start on that road which 
he has since so successfully traversed. Chiefly because he rules 
an Empire, Hitchins was created F.O.S.,and the‘ Sloper Award of 
Merit” presented to him January 2nd, 1892."—Debrett Improved, 


= = 
FRENCH POLISH. 
Native Shoeblack, ‘Ere, Mr. Pollywoo, this ‘ere’s a bloomin’ 
French stever. Wouldn't yer like it back? Its so awk ard to 
he stony broke in furren parts. 


he ees 
Ny hg: 


we - 


Mrs. Brown-Jones- ‘sooth, Buy a War Cry? 
Sweeper. No, my dear. Put ‘em on the ground and let me 
sweep ‘em up with the rest of the rubbidge. 


‘Arry (singing). “Have you bought the street, Bill?” 
Old Gent. No, sir, I have not. 


No. 29. 
| The gil who always resumes her wrap. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


RIVAL CLAIMS. 


First Ltitle One, We've got a conservatory on our house—see! 
Second Fair One, What of that? We've got a mortgage on eurs ! 


THE SOOTHING EFFECT OF MELODY IN THE SICK ROOM. 


(1). “Hulio! what's this? *The Healing Power of Music,'" said young Brokler, as 


he glanced at his morning paper, “Gad! that’s a‘tip'! Ill try it on Uncle Ooftish. | 
He's down with influenza and toothache,and I can play ‘Comrades’ almost all | 
through ou the flute, like a good ‘un. By Jove! it might be worth thousands to me | 


1f I do the old boy good!” (2), “How are you, uncle? Merry X-mas! How 
well you're looking! I’m so sorry —at least, I don’t mean that. I mean—er—er--I 
can soon put you all right again." —— (3), * Just you take it easy, you know, and doze 


DANCING GIRLS. 


1 
a \ i 
29. 
lutely no connection with Mildew Court. 


ANOTHER SLANDER. 


It is not true that the Friend of Man has been fattening on 
| the results of his “Appeal.” The individual above has abso- 


(Saturday, January 16, 1892. 


Strange how this kind of contretemps suits Donghout's 
views of the Divine and Beautiful to a T. 


“What! drink lager beer? My dear fellow, 1 never 
knew an Englishman yet who did not inwardly repent 
- it. Champagne for me.” 


off whist I discourse sweet music to gently permeate vour being. Twig? How will 
this do for a start ?"——(4). “Great Scott!" groaned Uncle Ooftish, as the melodious 
strains waxed in volume, “mayn't I die in peace? The toothache’s a fool to this. 
Dry up, you chunk headed screech owl! Wut, you won't, you” (5). “Take 
that, then!" Bash! And a lovely air was nipped in the bud and a large sized bottle 
of good “black draught" wasted. To say nothing of the shattering of Brokley's 
hopes of the legacy, which would, undoubtedly, have been his had things gone right. 


A POOR EXCUSE. 


“Don't tell me! Venice, indeed! Ah, my bey, ron don't 
get over me so easily as you think. I happen to know that 
it would be a matter of impossibility to get to the city of 
the Adriatic and back in the time, so there!” 4 
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